
iQucomics 


|§g| 


£y Keiji Nakaz 










Jfcitroduction 



i saw IT is cotmriaht ©1982 by Keiji Nakazawa. All rights are reserved. I SAW IT is published by 
EdSZmics, box 40246. San Francisco. California. 94140, USA and printed by World Color Press in 
Sparta. Illinois. First printing December, 1982. Printing number 543 2 1 


0 # 
































































“WHEN YOU 
WANT TO 
REPAY YOUR 
PARENTS . IT'S 
TOO LATEr 



SEEMS 
MY MA 
WAS BORN 
IN TH/S 
WORLD TO 
SUFFER ... 


...ANP SHE 
SUFFERED 
RIGHT UP 
TILL THE 
DAY SHE 
DIED * 
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I CAN’T 
RE MEMBER 

A PAY 

THAT WASN'T 
HARP FOR 
HER. 


. i 




BUT SHE WOULD 
HAVE SUFFERED 
A LOT LESS IF 
IT HADN'T BEEN 



I AM KEIJI 
NAKAZAWA... BORN 
IN HIROSHIMA 
CITY, MARCH 
1939... THIRD 
SON OUT OF 
FIVE HIPS. 


THE EARLfEST 
PAYS / CAN 
REMEMBER 
WERE IN 
THE MIDDLE 
OF THE 
WAR THAT 
STARTED 
W /9W. 

























































































KEfJI / WAKE 
UP! WE'VE 
GOT TO RUN 
TO THE AIR 
RAID SHELTER! 




£|KO, 

LOOK 

AFTER 

SUSUMU 


OKAY. 


PAPA! 

i’AA 

SLEEPY 


SHAPE 

UP, 

KEIJI 
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wmmrnmmmi 

W THE A/RRA/D 
SHELTER^ mYE 


mm 




IT SEEMS LIKE 
THE AMERICANS 
ARE MAKING 
RAIDS EVERV 
PAY NOW. 


THAT’S 
BECAUSE, 
THE KURE 
► NAVAL 
STATION IS 
k NEAR 
k HERE. 


THESE \ v x' 
MOSQUITOS Ol 
ARE BITING L. 
ME ALL OVER Ik** 



THERE tV4S A/O 
FOOD . OUR 
STOMACHS 
i WERE 

ALWAYS 
EMPTY\ 


WE HAVE 
TO MAKE 
DO WITH 
WHAT 
WE’VE 
L GOT. 


IS THIS 
ALL t 
GET, 
MAMA? 


SH/F... THERE’S 
NEVER ENOUGH/ 
ALL WE GET IS 
BEANS. THERE'S 
HARDLY ANV 
RICE ! . 


EVEN WHEN WE 
HAVE MONEY, 
WE CANT BUY 
RICE. IT’S 
THE WAR. 



WHEW wt y 
MOTHER? 
WASN'T 
LOOKING, 
PD TAKE 
R/CE FROM 
v THE S/M. 


SURE 

IS 

GOOD, 

HUH. 

KEIJI? 


QUIET. 5USUMU/ 
IF WE’RE 
CAUGHT WE’LL 
GET WHACKED. 





































































































HEE 

H£E 


THAT’S 
STRANGE? 
SOME OF 
THE RICE 
SEEMS TO 
BE GONE? 



FOR GENERATIONS 

our fa my WAS 
IN THE Bl/S/NESS 
Of PAINTING 
WOOPEAT 
CLOGS, 
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AND LOOK? 
YOU'VE 
GOT 
RIFLE- 
TOTING 
SOLDIERS 

9 


he y 

YEAH 



OKAY, THEN. 
YOU CAN 
LEARN FROM 
YOUR PAPA! 


SO YOU WANT 
TO BE AN 
ARTIST WHEN 
YOU GROW 
UP, KEIJl? 


YEAH. 



m FATHER WOULD 
ALWAYS MUG A4£. 
WHEN HE'D DUB 
U/S BEARD 
AGAINST MY 
CHEER... 






HE ms PROUD 
THAT RE HAD 
WELDED THE 
HULL Of THE 
FAMOUS BATTLE¬ 
SHIP YAMATO. 


m BROTHER YASUW 
WAS DRAFTED TO 
WORK AT THE 

kur£ shipyard . 


IN SHORT 
WE SPENT 
EVERY DAY 
LOOKING 
FOR FOOD . 


t 
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MY MOTHER 

WORMED OUTSIDE - ,Y>iM0M£0sY -'- 

Ml MY SHE * •. 


STRUGGLED 
TO PROVIDE 
ENOUGH FOOD 
TO FEED US 
EVEN ONE 
FULL MEAL. 
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r JS ON AUGUST 6 , 
sB ms, WHEN /" 

^ WAS JUST A 
FIRST-GRADER, 
Hg: / WITNESSED 
jgjg==. A HOLOCAUST 
W/fr LEFT 
ZSlAN INDELIBLE 

ttr. 

Bgk///,sT0tfK. 


HUFF m 
PUFF 4 | 


KEIJI, 
SUSUMU 
EfKO... 
HURRY! 



















































































SOON 

/ 


WHEN'S THE 
BA BY GONNA 
BE BORN. 
MAMA? 




HEY SUSUMU/ 
YOU’RE ABOUT 
TO GET A 
LITTLE BROTHER! 
THEN VOU CAN 
START THROWING 
VOUR WEIGHT 
AROUND/ 


YEAH: I’LL BE 
A BIG BROTHER! 
I’LL TELL HIM 
WHAT TO DO/ 



BE 

GOOD 

NOW 


BYE PAPA/ 
BYE MAMA! 
C’MON SIS, 
YOU’D BETTER 
COME TOO/ 


IT’S TIME 
FOR SCHOOL, 
KEIJI / 
YOU’D 
SETTER 
GO NOW/ 


WHOOPS! 

I'LL 




WERE mS 
A UOUPLESS 
BLUE skv 
THAT PAS. 


mm 




m ■ 

, > :> : 


—. in 




















































































SHOULDER TO SHOULDER. 
WERE OFF TO SCHOOL TOGETHER 
THANKS TO MR. SOLDLER! 
FIGHTING FOR OUR COUNTRY, 
FIGHTING FOR OUR COUNTRY 
THANK YOU. MR. SOLDIER! 


■Hii 
. / 

ft 

•>' 




GEE, I 

PON'T 

KNOW. 


IS THE FIRST GRADE 
CLASS HELD AT 
THE SCHOOL OR 
THE TEMPLE 
TODAY? 





THAT SCHOOL¬ 
YARD WALL 
PROVED TO BE 
THE DIFFERENCE 
BETWEEN L/FE 
AND DEATH 
FOR ME. 
































































































UKE A MILLION FLASHBULBS EXPLODING 
AT OMC€, A TERRIBLE YELLOW-ORANGE 

light, white-hot at rue center, 
RUSHED TOWARDS ARE. / LOST 
CONSCIOUSNESS - TOR HOW LONG, 

/ HAVE NO IDEA, , 


QOOOHH 












































WHA-WHAT 

HAPPENED? 

ALL THE 
HOUSES HAVE 
SEEN KNOCKED 
FLAT —f 




v I 




: 


U 




























































































AAAQHHH. 

WATER 

PLEASE 

WATER. 


l IT 
HURTS 


HELP t 
HELP? 
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MAMAA/ 

IT HURTS? 
IT HURTS? 


m TRAPPED 
BETWEEN 
TWO 
BEAMS? 
PO SOME¬ 
THING? 


KIMIYO? 
KIMiyOf 
OVER 
HERE!/ 



susmu hap 
pern mms 
m the fxom 
DOORWAY. ft/S 

heap. was. | 


SUSUMU 

ff 


I'LL GET 
you OUT 
NOW, 
SUSUMUf 


WAAAHf 

IT 

HURTS? 



/ TRIED MTH All At/ MIGHT 
TO GET MM OUT. THE BEAM 
OVER H/S HEAP WOULDN'T 
BUDGE. 

£ % 


MAMAA* 

IT HURTS?/ 


KIMIYO? 
WHAT’S KEEPING 
YOU? HURRY 
UP AND DO 
SOMETHING? 


HANG ON 
DEAR? 


D-PEAR 

t 


T2 \7 


















































BEFORE / KNEW 

/r, we were 

SURROUNDED 
ay FLAMES* 



/SAT 

DOWN. 


/must have 
TAKEN LEAVE 
OFMY 
SENSES. 



/ WANTED 
TO D/E 

mm 

WEM. 


KlMiyOf 

KiMiyor 


MAMAA! 
HEL Pit 
IT HURTS'.' 



ElKO D/DATT 
MARE A " 
SOUND. 


SHE MUST RAVE DIED 
iNSTANTiy /T WOULD 
HAVE BEEN MUCH 
EASIER FOR ME IE 
THE OTHERS NAD 
BEENS/LENT 
EE>L/KEEU<Of Z 


MRS. NAKAZAWAf 
WHAT ARE YOU 
PO«WG?/ HURRVf 
KU Nf 





































IT’S TOO LATE, 
MRS. NAKAZAWA? 


BUT MR. 
SAKAMOTO,- 
MV HUSBAND 
AND 

SUSUMU... 


do you wan r 
TO DIE TOO ? 
YOU'D BETTER 
COME NOWS 


PLEASE! 
LET ME 
BE If 


THEY 

CAN’T 

BE 

SAVED/ 
DON’T 
BE A 
FOOL! 


NO! LET 
ME GO I 
I’LL DIE 
WITH THEM! 


MAMA- 
IT HURTS. 


KIMIYO - 
KIMIVO 


DEAR if 
SUSUMUU 
ElKOff 


WAAAAHHH 
MAM AAA H 
IT'S HOTif 



( 


V<\ 
























































AN ENDLESS 
PROCESS/ON 
OF L/V/NG 
SPECTERS 
P/LED 

through 

THE EARLY 
DAWAL. 


THEY 
WALKED 
PUNCHED 
FORWARD, 
DRAGGiNG 
THE/R 
SH VM... 


THEY LOOKED 
L/RE GHOULS 
70 A1E. 


/T WAS 
THE LEAST 
PAINFUL 
WAY FOR 
THEM TO 
WALK, 













































STEPPING O/V 
CORPSES P/PN'T 
BOTHER ME. 
PETER SEEING 
SO MANY BOPfES. 
MY EMOTIONS 
WERE NUMBED. 

C ' 


SOLP/ERS P/STR/BUTEP 
R/CE CARES, BUT 
THE SURROUNDING 
STENCH NAPE 
US NAUSEOUS. 


WE COULDN'T 
EVEN EAT 
THE RICE 
WE'D CRAVED 
FOR SO LONG. 












































k / LEARNED 
m. THA T HL/MAH 

//- bodies am 

ft:. THE SAME 
r', wat f/sH 

U-iPo. . 




MY BROTHER FINALLY CAME BACK. 
AND WE ALL MOVED TO THE 
HOUSE OF AN ACQUAINTANCE 
IN THE VILLAGE OF EDA . 

DAY AFTER DAY. CORPSES 
WERE CARRIED BY..... 



pt WHEAT THE 
C\ FLAMES REACH 
THE CORPSE 
f-y it REAm 

mi. up- just 
T/KE sou to 

- OKI A GRILL . 


YIK£S! 
LOOK 
AT IT 
JUMP! 



ft* SMOKE FROM THE 
» CREMATION FIRES 
ROSE OVER HIROSHIMA 
WHEREVER YOU LOOKED 




yASUTO,KEIJf- you MUST <aO 
OIQ UP THE BONES OF YOUR 
FATHER,SISTER AND BROTHER. 
AND BRING 
THEM BACK. 


MAM A, 
WE'LL 
GO 

TOMOR¬ 

ROW. 


EVEN /N THE 
SUBURBS ,/ 
SAW A MAN 
WHO HAD BEEN 
CRUSHED AGAINST 
A WALL BY THE 
BLAST. 



































































































YEAH. 

HIROSHIMA'S 
BEEN BORNEO 
FLAT. 


WOW, LOOK 
YASUTOf 
EVERYTHING 3 
GONE f 


CHARRED 
BODIES 
LAV HERE 
AHD THERE - 
//V 7-Mf 
SMOLDERING 
ROWS. 


EVERY HATER TAM 
HELD CORPSES, BLOATED 
AMD RED AS WATERMELONS- 
PEOPLE WHO HAD TRIED 
TO ESCAPE THE HEAT ■ 
OP THE FIRE . 























































AROUND THIS TIME, PEOPLE 
WHO HAD COME INTO 
HIROSHIMA AFTER THE 
BOMB FELL WERE LOSING 
WEIR HAIR , GETTING 
SEVERE DIARRHEA, AND A 


WE'RE 
HER E, 
KEIJi. THIS 
IS OUR 
HOUSE, 


VEAH. 


THEY WERE BEING 
POISONED BY THE 
x\ RADIATION LINGERING 
IN THE CITY. 


LOOK.YASUrO? I acrAMCc 

PAPA’S PALETTE \ £ 5 T 1 K M- E 
GOT ALL BENT / HEAT. 

OUT OF SHAPE! I LE J,;S 5]£ RT 


DIGGING 



iMA ’AM 
























































WHEN 1 HEARD THE BONES Of 
m mm, stirs# and 
brother RArmm /n the 

BUCKET, / FELT REAL 
GRIEF FOR THE FfRST 

<T/m. ■ 


HOLD ON 
TO ’EM 
TIGHT, KEIJI. 
I’M GONNA 
GO FASTER 
NOW. . 


OKAY. 


YASUTQ 


mm 

’ •: ■ 


HEV, WITH THE 
ELECTRIC LIGHTS 
OUT IT’S A GOOD 
THING THEY’VE 
GOT THESE FIRES 
BURNING, HUH, 

, yASUTO ? 


the 'Cre mation e/RES 
AT THE ARMY RtfLl 
RANG E IN ESA . 
BURNED FOR NEARLY 
A AAONTH. 

T , Z-T 

































































MEmENSOE PLACES 
me bones or the 
mmm> were 

P/LED TWO 
MS! meters high, !$: 


W&T THE WAR ENDED ON 
^AUGUST IS, I9VS. AAY 
BROTHER SHOJI RETURNED 
FROM THE RURAL EVACUATION, 
AND WE BEGAN POSTWAR 
LIFE TOGETHER IN ONE 
V SMALL ROOM. 




MV MOTHER 
WORKED HERSELF 
TO THE BONE. 

: NOT ONCE 
DID I SEE 
HER CRT. 


MV OLDEST 

BROTHER 4 


BUT THE BOMB 
HAD TAKEN ALL 
WE OWNED, : 
LEAVimUS/N 
DME mVERTX 








































































WE’D EAT ANYTHING... EVEN 
GRASS. SOMETIMES ^ 
BROTHER AMP / COULD 
'SET CLAMS AND SEAWEED 



MOTHER COULDN’T 
PROVIDE AMY MILK 
FOR TOMOKO, SO 
WE HAD TO FEED 
HER RICE 
BROTH. 




POOR LITTLE 
ONE. SHE CANT 
TELL US WHAT’S 
WRONG. ALL 
SHE CAN DO 
IS CRV. 



iff AS TIME 
WENT BY, 

// TOMQKO’S 
VOICE GREW 
WEAKER, 




M-MAMA! 
T-TOMOKO 


POOR 
CHILD... 
YOU WERE 
BORN AT 
THE 
WRONG 
TIME, 
WEREN’T 

you.... 


JUST LIKE A 
CANDLE CONSUMING 
ITSELF, TOMOKO 
HAD CRIED HER 
LIFE OUT. 


MALNUTRITION 
ENDED HER 
LIFE AFTER 
ONLY FOUR 
MONTHS. 


m 
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WE GATHERED 
DRfFTWQOD AT 
THE BEACH 
AND CREMATED 
TOMOm THERE 
/NAN ORANGE 
CRATE, 



THE WARMTH FROM THE 

l/ttle BQDy /p 
CARRIED ON MV BACK 
SO OFTEN LASTED A 
LONG T/ME. 


MV MOTHER 
STARED AT 
THE FLAMES 
W/THOL/T 
SHEDD/NG 
A TEAR. 


/ T WAS AL L 

she cmm 

DO TO. FEED 
US AND KEEP 
HERSELE-ALWE 


t SUPPOSE SHE 
DIDN'T HAVE 
TIME TO CRy... 



BALPy.* 0AIDV! 
A OWE-YEN 
BALPY,A 
TWO-YEW 
BALPY- ! s 


/ STARTED 
GOING TO A 
NEARBY 
ELEMENTARY 
SCHOOL..., 



WITH no medic/ne for treatment, 

MV BURNS TOON ALMOST A YEAR 
TO HEAL, THEY LEFT A BALD 
SPOT THAT MADE ME AH OBJECT 
OF CONSTANT RtDtCULE, 














































/ ENTERED THE HONKAWA 
ELEMENTARY SCHOOL* LOCATED 
IN THE CENTER 0E HIROSHIMA, 
AT THAT T/ME THE SCHOOL HAD 
NO WINDOWS, NO DESKS AND NO 
BOOKS. 


WHEN rr. 
RAINED WE 
HAD TO STAND 
OUT . OP THE - 
WAY. 


irs 

COLD 


YAAAH 

®ALpyr 


CHATTER 

CHATTER 



WHAT 
SHOULD 
i DO 
WITH you 


so irs you again, 
NAKAZAWA/ WHY 
ARE YOU SUCH A 
TROUBLEMAKER? 


TO KEEP THEM FROM 
CALLING ME NAMES, 

I GOT INTO EIGHTS 
ALL THE TIME, 


/ WAS CALLED TO 
THE PRINCIPAL'S 
OfP/CE ALMOST 





























































































SHE'S A REAL 
CUT/E 

MY CAN-CAN 
DANC/NG BABY 


- 

: 


v. 


mmmMM 

iV v, 


BUT DO MATTER HOW HARD 

MY MOTHER WORKED , WE 
WERE STILL DIRT-POOR . 

/ ALWAYS KEPT AfY 
EYES OPEN FOR FOOD. 


BY THE TiME / WAS IN 
THIRD GRADE* HOUSES 
HAD SPRUNG UP AGAIN 
ON THE BURNT PLAIN 
OF HIROSHIMA. 




THAT’S EITHER 
DOG OR CAT 
MEAT, SHOJI / 


GET YOUR MEAT 
”N* NOODLES 
HERE ! A TASTY 
HEAPING BOWL¬ 
FUL FOR ONLY 
IS YEN ! 


AROUND THAT TIME / 
FIRST LAID EYES ON 
SHIN- TAKARAJIAAA , 
AN INCREDIBLY 
TH/CK COMIC 
BOOK BY 
OSAMU 
TEZUKA. 



















































































WEN / BEGAN 
COLLECTING SCRAP 
PAPER AND DRAW¬ 
ING COMICS OF 
AW OWN. 


WHEN / WAS 
CARTOONING, 
/ DIDN'T NEED 
FRIENDS. 



M; FAVORITE 

■ PASTIMES III 
Became 

CARTOONING AND 
GOING TO THE 

EMmcmm 

THEATER NEAR $ 
9IIA1A ' 
STATION. 


































































IN MIPPLE SCHOOL 
WE SPENT MORE 
TIME CLEARING 
AWAY ROCKS AND 
WEEDING THE 
PLAYING FIELD THAN 
l STUDYING. £ggl 



^X 

















































































WELL, ' 
THAT'S 
CERTAINLY 
NOBLE A 
OF YOU- § 


YOU’RE STILL YOUNG... 
WHY DON’T YOU 
THINK ABOUT 
REMARRYING ? THINK 
OF YOUR OWN HAPPINESS 
TOO/ 


I CAN’T DO 
THAT/ HOW 
WOULD MY 
CHILDREN 
FEEL IF I 


I’VE GOT TO 
WORK HARD AND 
PROVIDE THEM 
WITH A GOOD i 
UPBRINGING. 




WHEN I REALIZED THAtf! WANTED TO 
QUIT SCHOOL RfCHT AWAY... TO EIND 
WORK AM DO WHAT UJTLE i COOED 
TO MEM 

HER OUT. 








HEH HEH... 
THAT’S 
MY 

SECRET/ 


WHY ARE YOU 
TAKING THAT 
SALT TO 
SCHOOL? 


THE SALT WAS TO 
G O WITH THE 
CUCUMBERS AND 
TOMATOES /'D 
PICK AND EATON 
THE WAY TO 
SCHOOL . 





































































































DAMN™ IF 
MY FATHER 
AND OUR 
HOME HADN’T 
BEEN TAKEN 
By THE BOMB L 




LUNCHES .... WE COULDN’T 
EVEN MAKE RICE BALLS. 
OUR RICE WAS SO FULL 
OF BARLEY IT WOULD 
JUST CRUMBLE APART. 






DAMMIT, IKS ALL BECAUSE OF 
THAT BOMB ...THAT ATOMIC 
BOMB THE AMERICANS 
DROPPED ON US. .. 

IT MAKES ME SICK. 


IN MY THIRD YEAR 
Of MIDDLE SCHOOL. 
/ SENT A CARTOON 
I’D DRAWN TO THE 
PUBLISHER OF A 
MAGAZINE. 


ALL I GET 
FOR HONORABLE 
MENTION IS 
MY NAME IN 
SMALL PRINT' 
























































WHEN / GRADUATED FROM 
MIDDLE SCHOOL / WANTED 
DO SOMETHING THAT 
WOULD HELP ME TO 
PRACTICE DRAWING, 
SO I GOT WORK AS 
A SIGN-PAINTER. 




WITH My FIRST 
MONTH'S PAY 
OF HOOO YEN / 
BOUGHT THINGS 
I'D CRAVED FOR 
A LONG TIME- 
BANANAS AND 
SWEET BEAN 
CAKES 


MMM ~ 

TASTES 

GREAT, 

MAMA# 



EVEN MY 
MOTHER 
GOT HER 
SMILE 
BACK. 




























































/ ms overt 
joyed m m 
THAT FIRST 
PAYMENTFOR 
ASTOPy — 
ZOOO TEN. 


I’LL BUV A 
PALETTE AND 
WATER PISH 
WITH miSf 



1 USE THAT 
SAME PALETTE 
AND WATER 
DISH TODAY, 




'SOMETHING 
REMINDED ME 
OF YOUUUU , 
BAVBEEEE... 

/ WANNA 
SEE TOO 
AGAIN.... * 


' WHEN I WAS NINE¬ 
TEEN / WAS GIVEN 
FULL RESPONSIBILITY 
FOR THE SIGN PA IN TING 
WORK. MAYBE IT 
MADE ME A LITTLE 
COCKY... ANYWAY 
I TURNED INTO 
SOMETHING OF A 
WILD KID . 




















































■Mmfrn sumvem but m 

:W£l$PENTWrHE NEXB THREE 
mAmMMHMfiQSMM&i. 
mMtcmmm hospltaee 
mtMm/TmHE-RBfAMmM 

HE# HEALTH: :\ MS&:i • 


I BROUGHT 

you SOME 
FRUIT TODAY! 




GO TO TOKYO, 
KEIJI f NOTHING'S 
GOING TO HAPPEN 
IF YOU STAY IN 
HIROSHIMA/ 


T 


JUST PONT COME 
BACK WITH YOUR 
TAIL BETWEEN 
YOUR LEGS, 
UNDERSTAND? 























































































DON'T WORRY ABOUT 
ME, YASUTO/ J 
LIVED THROUGH 
THE A-BOMB... 

I CAN TAKE 
ANYTHING l 


THAT'S THE 
SPIRIT/ If YOU 
REMEMBER WHAT 
YOU’VE ALREADY 
BEEN THROUGH, 
NOTHING CAN 
FAZE YOU ! 




I EXPECT TO SEE 1 THEN I 
you BACK ON * CAN SHOW 
YOUR FEET NEXT YOU AROUND 
TIME I COME TOKYO/ 

HOME/ 


I’M GOING 
TO TOKYO 
TO BE A 
CARTOONIST, 
MAMA ! 



I WAS 
TWENTY-TWO 
WHEN I SET 
OUT FOR 
TOKYO.! 
HAD NO 
IDEA WHAT 
TO EXPECT. 


. 



WHEN THE WHEELS 
STARTED MOVING, MY 
ANXIETY AND THE 
THOUGHT OF LEAVING 
HIROSHIMA MADE ME 
WANT TO JUMP OFF 
THE TRAIN. 


NO, DAMMIT/ 
I’LL GO, AND 
I’LL DRAW THE 
COMICS I’VE 
ALWAYS WANTED 
TO DRAW.../ 

































































FUMiO tSHU . THE EDITOR WHO 

had seen m mm, got, me 

A JOB AS ASS/S/ANETVm 

pau! KAZi/MfNm t lived in 
a my one room apartment 




AFTER I’D BEEN IN TOKYO 
HALF A YEAR, / SOL D A 
ONE-YEAR SERIAL TO SONS' 
\ND A P/ffTRENT 

KWS'KINQ 




M/'-'AES&m 

SERVED FOR 
iA.:MAiEAsM 
ASSISTANT TO 
NAOKl TSUJL 


MY. WORK At AN 
MSWANT; ( ALSO 

mwMv own corns 
mmoys'Nmm 

m, AND OTHER • 

|\ MAGAZINES*. A 

■A V 


TIME SURE 
FLIES... 
HAS IT 
ALREADY 
BEEN FIVE 
YEARS ? 






IT SURE 
WOULD BE 
NICE TO 
SEE 

MAMA'S 

FACE 

AQAfN.. 


AFTER FIVE YEARS' 
ABSENCE. / RETURNED 
TO HIROSHIMA. MY 
MOTHER NAS WELL ., 
BUT SHE STILL 
COULDN'T WALK 
FREELY. { 
















































































SHE HADN’T SHED A 
TEAR THROUGH THE 
WAR AND BOMBING , 
BUT SHE CR/ED 
WHEN SHE 
SAW ME. 


IT SEEMS SHE 
HAD BEEN MORE 
CONCERNED ABOUT 
ME THAN ANYTHING 
ELSE . 




SHE SAID SHE 
READ M 
cams MANY 
T/MES om,.„ 


f REALIZED THAT 
PARENTS ARE 
SOMETHING TO 
BE TRULY 
GRATEFUL FOR. 



THAT’S RIGHT. YOU 
HAVE TO SHOW 
ME THE SIGHTS 
OF TOKYO. KEIJIf 
I’LL TRY TO GET 
BACK ON MV 
FEET AS SOON 




/ RETURNED TO 
TOKYO AND 
RESUMED MY 
LIFE AS BOTH 
A CARTOONIST’S 
ASSISTANT AND 
CREATOR OF 
MY OWN WORK. 





























































































SO HURRY AND 
GET WALKING 
AGAIN SO WE 
CAN TAKE YOU 
TO TOKYO? 



HAD WE 
RETURNED 
FROM THE 
WEDDINQ 
TOKYO 



MOTHER DEAD. 
COME AT ONCE, 
M M-MOTHER.. 



IK 






































































you FOOL?... AFTER A LIFE, 
OF NOTHING BUT PAIN... 
HOW COULD >OU LET 
YOURSELF DIE JUST WHEN 
THINGS WERE GETTING 
BETTER 


I WANTED 
MAMA TO 
BE ABLE TO 
HOLD HER 
FIRST 

GRANDCHILD... 

















































































DAMMIT, I 5AW ENOUGH 
BODIES CREMATED AFTER 
THE BOMBING TO KNOW 
WHAT THEV SHOULD 



after a cremation 
THE BONES ST/ll RETAIN 
THEIR SHAPE ...BUT 
THERE ARE NO BONES 
IN MY MOTHER’S ASHES.... 


Wv, 













































DAMN THE BOMB f DAMN THE 
RADIATION THAT CONSUMED MY 
MOTHER'S VERY BONES ! 

EVEN AFTER SHE DIED, IT WENT 
ON EATING AWAY AT HER.... 


THAT DAMNED 
BOMB... THERE’S 
NO END TO IT.... 


GIVE THEM 
BACK!! GIVE 
ME BACK 
MY MOTHER’S 
BONES// 



I’LL DRAW CARTOONS 
ABOUT THE ATOMIC 
BOMB » DAMN IT f 
I’LL FIGHT IT AND 
DESTROY IT THROUGH 
CARTOONS'f 


AND I’LL SHOW THE 
ONES WHO STARTED 
THE WAR. THE ONES 
WHO USED US AS 

THEIR PLAYTHINGSf 



















































KIDS SURE 
HAVE ST 
GOOD 
TODAY.... 


CAN I 
HAVE 

SOME CAKE 
INSTEAD. 

MAMA? 


OH. I 
SUPPOSE 
SO.... 


s , 5 - ~\ 
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AND SO STANDS LIFE 
AT PRESENT FOR ONE 
KEUt NAKAZAWAy A 
CARTOONING: FOOL WHO 
SOMEHOW MAKES A 
LIVING FROM MIS 
COMICS. 
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To the Readers of I SAW IT 


The primitive atomic bombs dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki thirty- 
seven years ago seem nearly forgotten in the current rush to produce wea¬ 
pons capable of wiping humanity off the face of the earth. Today the nuclear 
arms race proceeds unabated, unquestioned and accepted as inevitable by far 
too many. Now, more than ever, people all over the world must take a hard look 
at the facts about those first primitive weapons used on Hiroshima and 


Nagasaki. 

I know more than enough about those bombs; I was caught in the midst of 
the Hiroshima holocaust myself. Never have I felt more strongly than I do now 
that the human race must transcend its ideological differences to stop the 
arms race and eliminate such weapons. It saddens me that, for all our scien¬ 
tific progress, we human beings remain forever caught in old ways of 
thinking. 

I SAW IT is only one small part of the truth about the atomic bomb, but I 

hope it will convey to you the horrible destructive power of nuclear weapons. 

We must oppose war and militarism; we must work to eliminate nuclear 

weapons. ... t 

—Kem Nakazawa 


Mr. Nakazawa currently lives in sub¬ 
urban Tokyo with his wife and daugh¬ 
ter. A nineteen volume anthology of his 
work. The Peace Comics Collection, teas 
published recently. He frequently lec¬ 
tures to high school assemblies and citi¬ 
zen groups throughout Japan on the 
experiences of those who died and those 
who survived the atomic bomb. He is 
now working on a feature-length ani¬ 
mated version of Gen. 

You can write to Keiji Nakazawa c/o Edu~ 
comics, box 4024fe, San Francisco. Califor¬ 
nia^^. V.SJ*L 

Keiji Nakazawa’s first published cartoon work came out in 1963, Since then he has had over 50 
book-length serials published in paperback format or in Japanese children’s comic weeklies. 

Nakazawa’s first work on the subject of the atomic bomb was Kuroi Ame ni Utarete (“Struck by Black 
Rain% published in 1968. Other notable works include: 

Aru Hi Totsuzen Ni {‘‘Suddenly One Day 1 ')—the day of the A-bomb (1970) 

Okinawa—life in wartime and postwar U.S.-occupied Okinawa (1970-1) 

Ore Wa Mita (I Saw It}—autobiography (1972) 

Hadashi no Gen (Barefoot Gen)—(1973-4) 

Geki no Kawa (“Geki's River 11 )—prewar Japan and the Manchurian invasion (1976-7) 

Yukari no Ki no Shita Dc (“Under the Eucalyptus Tree 11 )— the post-bomb generation (1977) 

its oka Mita Aoi Sora (“When We Last Saw Blue Sky ’7-h discrimination against A-bomb victims (1978) 

A feature film version of Hadashi no Gen won first prize for best screenplay at the Czech Film Festival in 
1 977. This story was also adapted into an opera, which was performed in Okinawa and Hiroshima tocritical 
acclaim. 
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ORDER FORM 


Educomics is eager to correspond with distributors, shops, organizations 
and individuals who can help make Nakazawa’s story available by ordering 
copies of I SAW IT at our generous bulk discounts. 

If you don’t want to cut up your comic, list your order on a separate sheet. 

1 SAW IT 

A full color, 48 page comic book. 
Nakazawa’s own true story complete 
in one issue, 
bulk discounts: 

1-9 copies $2.00 each 

10-49 copies *> $1.20 each 

50-99 copies 0 $1.00 each 

100-999 copies 80$ each 

1000- copies # 75$ each 

FREE POSTER 

with orders of 20 or more 

Quantity 

Price each 

Amount 
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BAREFOOT GEN 

An English translation of Nakazawa’s 
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Volume 1 tells the first 284 pages of 



Volume II tells the next 341 pages of 
the storv. 



Black/white, color covers. 

5%” x 8 V 4 ”. 
bulk discounts: 

1-9 copies are $6 each 

10-19 copies are $4.80 each 

20- copies are $3.60 each 

GEN OF HIROSHIMA 

A black and white 56 page story excerp¬ 
ted from Barefoot Gen. Color covers. 7 x 
IOV 4 inches, 
bulk discounts: 

1-9 copies m $2.00 each 

10-49 copies m $1.20 each V 

50*99 copies & $1.00 each 

100- copies m 80$ each 
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FREE CATALOG 

For a copy of the Educomics catalog of 
educational and political comic books, 
send an SASE or place an order; (Limit 5 
per order) 


SUBTOTAL: 

10% POSTAGE/HANDLING' 
($1 minimum): 
6% TAX (California residents): 

. TOTAL ENCLOSED: 


Your Name:. 

Address:_ 

City:_ 


StateL 


-Zip*- 


Mail to: 
EDUCOMICS 
box 40246 
San Francisco 
CA 94140, USA 
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BAREFOOT GEN 


Ore Wa Mita (i SAW IT) appeared in a special 
edition ofShonen Jampu (“Boy'sJumpl maga¬ 
zine in September 1972. The editor liked the 
work and urged me to create a longer serial 
based on Ore Wa Mita. He said he was sure I 
had much more I wanted to say. 

Encouraged by his enthusiasm , I began writ¬ 
ing the series that first appeared in the weekly 
Shonen Jampu in June 1973 and ranfora year 
and a half: Hadashi no Gen (Barefoot Gen). 

Gens family and the other characters in the 
story are all people who really existed. Gen is 
myself. 

—Keiji Nakazawa 


Barefoot Gen is a novel-length cartoon epic about seven year old Gen Nakaoka and his family. 
Together they endure wartime life under a military government, only to be plunged into the 
world’s first nuclear holocaust and its aftermath of devastation, radiation sickness and social 

Despite its tragic and often brutal context, Barefoot Genis a story of hope and triumph of the 
human spirit. It is also a graphic acount of the consequences of nuclear war, 

Keiii Nakazawa’s Barefoot Gen is a historical fiction based closely on his own experiences. 
Volume I describes life in wartime Hiroshima from the Spring of 1945 through the dropping of 
the bomb. Volume U recreates the ordeal of the survivors in the days following the bombing. 
Each volume is approximately 300 pages. 


Donations to speed the translation, publication and distribution of the third and fourth 
volumes of Barefoot Gen can be sent to Project Gen, 1280 Fourth Avenue *3, San Francisco, 
California, 94122, Project Gen is an all volunteer, not-for-profit organization. 



GEN OF HIROSHIMA 


In 1980 Educomics began serializing Bare¬ 
foot Gen in comic book format under the title 
Gen of Hiroshima. This series was discon¬ 
tinued in order to concentrate on I SAW IT and 
other projects. The first issue of Gen of Hiro¬ 
shima is out of print. The second 56 page 
installment is still available from Educomics. 
Retail price is 82. 



I SAW IT 

Free Teacher’s Guide and Lesson Plan 

Educomics will send free information on how to present nuclear war 
issues to children and a lesson plan for using / SAW IT in classrooms 
for the asking with orders of 30 or more copies. 

Free Poster 

An attractive 11x17 inch, two-color poster advertising the availabil¬ 
ity of I SAW IT is yours with orders of 20 or more copies. It features 
endorsements of I SAW IT written by leading cartoonists and peace 
educators. 
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8:15 am, August 6, 1945. Six miles above the city of 
Hiroshima, bomb bay doors snapped open to release "Lit¬ 
tle Boy," a code-name for the world's first atomic bomb. 

In an instant thousands of lives were destroyed, while 
the city's buildings, books and paintings caught fire and 
burned. The survivors discovered later that the bomb had 
permanently tainted them with its invisible contamination. 

Keiji Nakazawa was six years old when he experienced 
this holocaust. He survived to write and draw this story. 








